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Summary: Germany holds onto his past regrets; Italy wants him to let 
them go . 


Meine Feder 

_Wednesday, April 15th-16th, 2015_ 

_(Evening of Holocaust Remembrance Day)_ 

_ oo_/ 0 I 0 I 0\_oo _ 

I gaze out the slightly cracked open window at the patches of ambient 
color, neatly organized by Italy. It's relatively warm outside at 
this hour. It should be cold, as cold as the days that this one 
stands for. There should be a bitter and howling wind instead of the 
soothing washes of air, wilting flowers instead of blooming roses. I 
should be gnawed at in regret by conditions that tell me that I've 
deeply wronged others, that I am to blame for everything. 

The worst torture is when those you've wounded tell you it's okay, 
too . 

And the longer I try to stare down the dark abyss of my mistakes, the 
longer it stares into me, it's invisible eyes watching me, leaving me 
more in pieces than peace. 

"Ludwig?" Feliciano murmurs, ruffling sounds arising in his grasping 
at my pillow before taking hold of it to hug it. "Come back to 
bedaC 1 " I pause briefly before turning to face his curled up 
figure . 

"Go back to sleep." 

"_Ayyy, sA-A-A-A-A-a€ 1 He mumbles. He turns to face the opposite 
way, feeling for a way to wrap his arms around my pillow more 



comfortably. With wild ruffled hair and smooth skin, I watch him 
slowly tighten his grip on it, then relax it again. 

_He looks so peaceful. _ 

A sliver of moonlight graces his messy hair with a delicate shine, 
his thin physique accented by my baggy, oversized shirt I had ended 
up giving him. A small smile I can just barely see from behind 
blossoms . 

_You_, I feel like saying, _are pure_. 

But if he heard me, he would look at me, a confused and lost look on 
his face. 

"_Che?"_ He would beam brightly, suddenly wide eyes and slightly 
cocked head. "_Cosa intendi?"_ And then, I suppose, I would have to 
press my lips together and act as if I hadn't said anything. 

It's not any fault of his own, really. 

Not at all. 

But he wouldn't be able to understand what I mean, even if I tried to 
explain, or if he tried as hard as he could to understand. 

_Does he know,_ I slowly turn my hand to examine it closely, _how 
many I have killed with these hands of mine?_ I inspect the gentle 
glow of the flickering candle outside onto my dry, cracked skin. _Ah, 
I suppose I may have forgotten to put it out. _I blink, eyes centered 
on the core of the flame, an indistinguishable blur of yellow, 
orange, and blue. It looks like it'll be out soona€ 1 

_And does he know the pain that I have caused, half of it? Any of it? 
At all?_ I set my arm down none too gently onto the windowsill, 
managing to snag my finger on a protruding chip of paint. _Would the 

thought that his precious **Doitsu**_ _would do such a thing ever 

cross his mind?_ I eye the small dot of red growing on my thumb. _Hm. 
Blood. _I hadn't when felt the pain of the 
prick . 

_Blood ._ 

Blood . 

A spot, a brooding mixture of crimson and carmine with a scarlet 
streak refracting light that casts a shadow far too long in 
proportion to its size over my fingertip. I stare. 

Not because I'd drawn blood. 

Not because it hurt . 

I gazed at it because I'd done so so many times before, the thick, 
viscous fluid, oozing its way into the folds of my hand, oxidizing 
from one shade of red to another. I can't call out all the times I've 
done so, but I can remember some. 

Not vividly, usually, but it's so clear to me right now that it's 
painful; September 1st, 1939, wide rolling fields of flowers, bitter 



winds. Armies closing in from the North, South and West, orders to 
kill anyone of Polish descent from the East deployed in a no slack 
manner . 

Poppies, Corn Poppies, large, red, fanned-out petals tainted by 
sinister splatters of cerise accompanied by crushed flower stems in 
the onslaught of six squadrons of 400 tanks each. Sickening thuds to 
the soil with hundreds of thousands of casualties, far too many to 
count . 

But it'd just been the start. 

The start of World War Two. 

_Merciless ._ 

It's not hard to recall the dozens of times the blood settled in on 
my hands, a rich and irrefutable sanguine. 

The October of 1939, "Aktion T 4". Children and newborns, within the 
country, slaughtered for their imperfections, a or a "+" deciding 

whether or not their life continued; a simple line of a difference. 
Then those who weren't of German descent had their turn. We described 
this as "pity killing", more than a 100,000 deaths taken without 
hesitation. Word was sent to their parents that it was death by 
pneumonia, or that heart failure had struck another life down. But 
that wasn't it at all. It was gassing chambers, lethal injection and 
slow starvation heaping up the the mass graves. Eventually, those who 
weren't of German descent were killed, too. 

The worst is, I'm unable to remember doing it, mostly. I can recall 
the blurs of mundane moments, being responsible for the quick letters 
written to decide who had the right to murder by a quick jot of a 
name. And when I'd finished assigning those rights, I felt 
nothing . 

March 16th, 1940, a bomb is dropped on a naval base near Scotland. 

The invasions of Denmark, Norway, Erance, Belgium, Luxembourg, the 
Netherlands, Egypt, and Romania all happened that year. But most 
importantly, it was the Tripartite Pact that occurred in that time. 
Between Italy's sweet smile almost never leaving his face and Japan's 
solemn wisdom tactfully planning battle patterns, I can't call to 
mind the numbers or dates of the days following. 

I could understand why Japan had gone along with the pact; a common 
enemy made us friends~ no, allies. But Italy? Eeliciano? 

Aside from "similar beliefs", as everyone else labels it, I still 
have no clue. 

It seemed as if he had just one voice egging him on, but besides 
that, he was never very interested. He often strayed from the point 
of the meetings, much to my dismay. He liked to talk about things I 
found trivial, like pasta, the best conditions for growing tomatoes, 
the best way to make tomato sauce, flowers, etc. He was friendly, 
innocent enough, flirty, and put bluntly, quite ditzy. He was always 
upbeat and it wasn't hard to see that he didn't have dark motives at 
all. He seemed too weak to have them. Of course, he, like all 
countries, had obviously been in war before, but the rules of hurt 
and mourning didn't seem to apply to him at. He'd been sad before. 



but he was never pulled into the dark conclave that war often caused 
people to weep in. He trusted me almost blindly from the very 
beginning, so, in turn and time, I, too, found solace in carefully 
placing my faith in him. Perhaps, that was a foolish move. 

After all, this was not the first time I misplaced trust in him. 

I'd never seen such an unadulterated soul. 

My mouth still holds an acrid taste in memory of his betrayals, the 
second more bitter than the last. My first thoughts of it had been 
that no, it wasn't his fault he was invaded, he wouldn't have been 
able to do anything about it. And I almost forgave him, except the 
thought occurred to me, _what if Japan had done the same? _I realized 
I would be furious if Japan had done it. 

And I knew, at that moment, that this was something I'd brought onto 
myself. I'd been harboring dangerous feelings for him, one who was a 
comrade that should not have been considered a friend, or more than 
friends, one who bore the power to lead me as a willing victim, an 
oblivious lamb, to my downfall and slaughter by using my affections 
for him. I withdrew my troops from Italy, hesitated with associating 
with him. He still attempted to mend our relationship, trying to 
approach me in a friendly way. I didn't reciprocate the same 
feelings, and avoided contact with him. 

Only did I, after losing the war, realize how wrong my thinking was. 
My blood drenched hands had long since dried, the metallic stench 
lingering there even after washing them off several times. They 
weren't clean. They didn't feel clean. They still weren't clean. They 
felt gross and sticky with the blood of thousands of victims mixing 
with blood from my own wounds that I would have regarded as the holy 
ichor of the gods. 

The blood; the blood of the hurt; and the tears; the tears and the 
cries of the mourning. 

"Ludwig," Feliciano whispers. 

"Fell?" He rubs his eyes in hazy weariness. 

"Stop thinking about it." There was a certain stillness in the air as 
he made his way towards me unhurriedly. "You don't sleep well 
anymore. You always get up and sit by the window just to stare at 
your hands like you're sick with yourself." He seems bitter, just 
slightly, his voice toned with command I never thought he had before. 
"It's done. It's over. A" la vita." His eyes, surprisingly sharp and 
serrated in wisdom piercing through my thoughts almost effortlessly. 
Those words again, this time coming from Italy. I, would have thought 
that he would know not to bring this up this way. "Everyone's 
forgiven you, everyone makes mistakes." I can't believe it, that he 
would be the one giving me his speech, in all his soft smiles and 
relaxed posture, even as he speaks sternly. "You need to get sleep, 
Germany. Sometimes I see your paperwork." Italy, looking through my 
paperwork? It makes me want to laugh. "You misspell the easiest of 
words. You write off the lines. You fall asleep at your desk in the 
mornings." I don't remember thata€ 1 "It's not _like_ you." 


He moves over to the edge of the bed towards me, timidly touching his 
foot to the ground before stepping over to wrap his arms around my 



neck, his movements slow and provocative with his legs alluringly 
placed against the sides of my torso. "You're _frowning,_" he pushes 
down gently on my bottom lip with his index finger to part them while 
squeezing my waist slightly, his lips slightly open in a tempting 
manner for a kiss. "_Why so serious?_" He whispers, pulling back on 
my lip with a soft bite before letting it spring back. My hands 
subconsciously caress the smoothness of his erotically arched back 
under his shirt. "You need to _relax_a€ 1 " His touch wanders further 
down, down, downa€ 1 

"Italy, not nowa€ 1 " I try to stop myself as he shushes me with a 
finger to my mouth. 

"Shhha€l Silence is a virtue." 

"You mean, patience is a virt~" He cuts me off with a kiss. I breathe 
him in deeply. 

_He smells so gooda€l_ 

"Bed," he murmurs, "Bed." I growl. 

_I'm no match for him._ 

"You're warma€ 1 " My touch on his back pushes down lightly. 

"You're cold," he counters with a giggle. 

_Was there any ever doubt about that?_ 

"Then make me warm." 

~~o) 0 I 0 (o~~ 

We hadn't done anything of "that" sort for over a week. We didn't do 
it now, either. Just a heated moment, a warmer snuggle with 
kisses . 

"Germany, Germanya€ 1 " Italy pulls me closer to him. "You're still 
frowning . " 

"Am I?" There's a pause. 

"_SA“'a€l_" He answers. 

"How many people do you think I killed during that time?" I ask 
quietly. I catch glimpse of momentary stupef icat ion and confusion. 

His expression reads, _I thought we moved on from this. _But he 
doesn't know. 

"I~" He presses his lips sternly into a line, an expression that 
doesn't suit his face. "Thousands." He says it with confidence. 
"Thousandsa€ 1 " He repeats, eyes wide at my silence as he realizes 
that the number is wrong. 

"More than 6 million." His face turns as white as a sheet. "Don't 
talk about things you don't understand." Venom seethes in my voice. 
"The weak wouldn't understand." The oncoming words of bitterness 
rising in my throat are only stopped by Feliciano's crestfallen face. 
It's hard to miss, the expression in his eyes before he begins to 



cry. His lips part in slow motion, his teeth clenching. He seems to 
want to say _something_, but he doesn't. 

"Sorry," I apologize immediately. I see him bite down on his bottom 
lip. He folds the covers over with a soft flick of the hand, sitting 
up with his back towards me. "Don't cry." My fatigue must have numbed 
my sensitivity to his feelings. He gets to his feet slowly before 
starting to walk away, his feet moving faster into a run. "Waita€ 1 " I 
stand up, anxiety building up inside of me as I pursue him. "Wait, 
Fell!" Crap, there are things all over the hallway, that clumsy Italy 
willaC 1 

A quiet "ah!" escapes him before the loud crashing sound of a 
priceless artifact shattering on the floor echoes in the hall, a 
mirror separated from its amber and gold backing fractures into sharp 
pieces on the floor, my hand seizing the loose collar of his shirt 
before he could trip into the scattered shards. I pull him back, 
resting his weight on my arms. 

"I~" He stutters, concern clouding his demeanor. "I'm so sorry. I'll 
pay for it. I~" 

"It's fine." No, it wasn't. That artifact was expensively salvaged 
from what one of the Eighth Wonders of the World, the only piece of 
the Amber Room left to be found and known to exist. "It's not 
important." It's important. It's a mirror covered in dark honey amber 
and garnished in gold leaves. Rather, it _was_ important. 

"But it must be worth~" 

"Nothing, it wasn't mine anyways. It was looted from Russia, 
forgotten, and then found." I look down at the bits of honey colored 
sap and gold flakes. The mirror slivers all glare multiple angles of 
my own ugly reflection into sight. I wonder if the violent King 
Frederick William I who ' d owned it first had seen the same thing. Or 
had been too manipulated by his lust and self pride to notice? And 
what had Tsar Peter the Great seen? 

Blood . 

I spot blood. 

A lone chip, rimmed with blood lays disbanded far from all the 
others . 

"You're bleeding." He stares at me for a second before looking down 
at his ankle, trickling blood from the gash. He hesitates. 

"I'll go to the hospital." 

"_Unsinn_. " I lift him up and carry him despite his protests. 

"Hey!" He's powerless as he lays over my shoulder. I can feel his 
heart pounding wildly, his breaths faster and louder than they were 
after training that I knew was too intense for him. Is the adrenaline 
masking the pain? 

_He ' s surprisingly light, _ I notice. 

"D-D-Doitsu! Let me dow~" He interrupts himself mid-sentence. 



groaning. I apply pressure on his ankle to slow the bleeding. "Nghh, 
it hurt sa€ 1 " 

_He ' s as light as a feathera€l_ 

"F-fi-fine, I'll go," he submits without me having to say a 
word . 

_He ' s as light as his sins._ I almost let a chuckle 
loose . 

"Germany?" He talks in an unintentionally hushed tone. 

_Maybea€ 1 _ 

"_Ja_? " 

_Just maybe, ifa€l _ 

"Sorry for being _un monello_. " 

_If our weights represented our sinsa€l _ 

"You weren't." That came out too loud to be soothing. Then I repeat 
more sensitively, "You weren't being a brat." 

_Maybe that would explain why I'm so heavy. _ 

~~o) 0 I 0 (o~~ 

I slowly finish wrapping his wound, weaving my hands around it with 
the utmost care to minimize the pain, even though the weak 
painkillers should have already kicked in. He's stopped wincing, his 
expression still a little somber, but he looks less in 
pain . 

"Youa€l" He watches my movements quietly and intently, "are quite 
good at this . " 

"It's a skill you need in war," I answer softly, gently closing off 
the gauze strip with a safety pin. My eyes meet his before they flit 
away . 

"You don't know why I joined." It wasn't a statement. It wasn't a 
question. He tries to scooch himself backwards onto the bed, his legs 
dragging on the covers as his wound continues to soak his bandages. 

He tenses as his ankle feels gravity's pressure push it into the 
mattress. "And quite franklya€ 1 " He stops to grimace for a second 
before putting on a slightly forced smile. I move forward onto the 
bed to help him, but he signals that he's fine, continuing on in his 
sentence. "I did it because I thought you knew what you were doing." 
The insincerity fades from his face, leaving a little sadness in it's 
place. "A case of the blind leading the blind, _per cosA~' dire_. But 
when all the others took the opposite side, I wondered why. Why were 
Arthur and Big Brother France fighting against us? I didn't give it 
much thought until I went out one day and caught some gossipa€l" He 
shakes his head. "I tried to stop you, but you never caught on." 
Strands of his auburn hair moving as he lowers his head. "You're 
righta€ 1 " He cocks his head sideways in a barely noticeable smile. "I 
am weak." He laughs genuinely, his eyes averting to his bandages 



before gazing out the window. 

He says it in such a carefree manner. 

"_I am weak."_ 

I would never be able to so openly submit myself to such words. 

"But I am weak and you are strong, you're with me, and I am yours, 
and you take care of what's yours quite well, so I have nothing to 
worry about." He takes a moment of pause but doesn't leave me enough 
time to say anything. "It'sa€l Getting a little dark." He clears his 
throat and his attention is held by the seeping wallows of red on the 
cloth once again. 

"Fell." I kneel in front of him, taking his hands with my left, 
gingerly lifting his chin up with my right, his eyes steadily meeting 
mine. "You are stronger than you will ever know." 

"And so are you, " he answers, "But the strong know when to forgive 
themselves." He places a hand on my cheek, his hand hot to the touch. 
The crisp wind blows over, the ending tranquility leaving me focused 
on the concentrat ion in his eyes and his light, feathery touch 
driving me into a maddening haze. 

_Italy ._ 

I have him lying down with his arms pinned above him before I even 
realize it . 


_Italy, "The Boot"._ 

"Ludwig? _Cosa fai_?" His 
_Feliciano ._ 

"M-my necka€ 1 " 

_Feliciano, the happy. _ 

"Mmm nnnhhhhh . " 

_Feliciano, the kind._ 

"St-stopa€l you're going to leave a hickey." 
_Feliciano, the careless. _ 

"So?" 


_Feliciano, the oblivious. _ 

"E-everyone will see ita€ 1 " 

_I ' d come to love all the sides of him._ 

"And?" 

_Feliciano, as light as a feather, graceful in the billowing 
wind . 



"It'll be e-embarrassing ! " 


_Feliciano, gliding through life's currents, openly shifting with the 
tidal waves 

"Then I'll be sure to make more." 

_But I can't go the places he goes the way he does._ 

"Ah, Ludw~ Ah! Nnngha€ 1 " 

_North Italy the feather and Germany the rock._ 

My fingertips are ablaze as I brush them over his belly's fair 
skin . 

_Italy, the unwavering ideal of utter companion perfection, and me, 
dense and focused, boring. _ 

"Youa€l Are so beaut ifula€ 1 " I begin a trail of kisses down his 
thinly built body, a whimper escaping his mouth. 

_I wondera€l_ 

"Ah, Germanya€ 1 " 

_How long?_ 

I back up to watch him, his shirt pushed up to display every curve 
and line on his well toned figure accentuated by the candle lit 
shadows, taunting the boundaries I place with my self control. 

_How long before the rock and the feather have to part, the stone 
cold verdict of the court hammering down the mallet of "justice" to 
wedge me apart from those I care about?_ 

"You're staring," he mutters, avoiding my gaze as he squirms. 

_Where does me being a country interfere with me being a 
person?_ 

"Was I?" 

_When do my mistakes as a country become my mistakes as a 
person?_ 

"Enough," he looks at me with tantalizingly pleading eyes. "I want to 
touch you too." I free him from my grip, his fingers finding their 
places on my shirt, bunching the fabric up before throwing the cloth 
off, his hands against my backs bare skin, his warmth overshadowing 
the chill of the cold night air. 

_What would I do, if I were told to fight Italy?_ 

"Youa€l Take yours off too." 

_To blow him into utter oblivion? _"Nghha€ 1 " He makes a muffled sound 
in his struggling to take off his shirt. 



_Would I do as they say?_ 

"Dummkopf , " I chuckle under my breath, helping him lift it 
of f . 

_Would I leave with him?_ 

"What did you say?" 

_In truth, it's obvious. _ 

"Nothing important," I answer. He puffs out his cheeks, and I 
laugh . 

_So painfully obvious. _ 

"_Luddddwigggggg ! _" 

_I would choose the coward's choice._ 

He pulls at my cheeks, pouting. 

_But even soa€ 1 _ 

"_Tell meee!_" He bats his eyelashes. 

_I choose to believe that such a situation would never 
happen ._ 

"Youa€l" I run my fingers through his tousled hair, the candle 
outside that once illuminated the space lowered to a pale flickering 
of light. "You worry so little, but when you do, it's just about 
things like this." 

I watch his sweet smile fade into the dark as the flame fades out, 
smoldering a light glow before we're left in the dark. He titters, 
taking my hand with such a teasingly calm air paired with just a wisp 
of deviancy. 

"Ever considered that may be because you worry enough for us 
both? " 

~~o) 0 I 0 (o~~ 

I study his frame, small and curled, one leg over and the other under 
the ruffled bed sheets. The morning sun breaches the rift between the 
velvet curtains onto Feliciano's body, causing him to stir slightly 
in the warmth. I watch as he reaches out, groping at the pillow. _Ah, 
_I remember. _He likes to sleep while hugging something. _ I push the 
pillow towards him, his arms wrapping around it eagerly. He mumbles 
indistinctly, before pushing it away. Oh. _Maybe he's just a little 
cold. _I lay a nearby blanket over him. _There._ He twitches under 
the wool cover, kicking it off the next second. He reaches out again, 
but just barely. His mouth moves slowly, his speech late in 
turn . 

"Germanya€l" I watch his lips move to the whisper of my name, curled 
and relaxed fingers opening slightly out in front of me. I feel his 
hands' touch against mine, unsure whether it'd been me who ' d 
initiated it, or if it'd been him who ' d loosely grasped for my heat. 



His gravity shapen curls fall further down with a shiver. I 
stop . 

Should I wake him? To go train with me? I try to continue tightening 
my tie, but he grips my hand. 


"Italy," I start, barely audible. He stirs. I just said one word, and 
yet he seems to be on the brink of consciousness . Would he be upset 
if I woke him? 


_No, probably not._ 

So the surprise is all mine when I one handedly shed my uniform, 
forced to pry myself from Italy's firm grip to take off my shirt. I 
make my way into the covers carefully, taking Italy's hand again. His 
sleeping face shows a tint of surprise. 

His expression makes me chuckle as he intertwines our fingers. 


And call me stupid or nAnive. 


Self-centered or narcissist ic . 


You will judge me however you will. 

But as I lie under the linens, Feliciano sleeping in my arms, I feel 
strangely light. 

Feather light. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><strongXem>AN : Hello! I'll be on this site for a while :) 

>The OTP game is strong in APH.<em>** 

**_(Very much so)_** 

**_Follow, favorite, review... _** 

**_(AND SOMEONE LEAVE A REVIEW ON WHATEVER HAPPENED TO GEORGE 
DEVALIER SEMPAI PLEASE, I NEED TO KNOW WHAT HAPPENED! I MEAN, IS HE 
EAMOUS NOW? DID HE WIN THE NOBEL PRIZE YET? WHAT? HAS HE WRITTEN A 
BOOK? PLEASEEEE ! )_** 

**_And thanks so much for reading !_** 


End 
f lie . 



